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FIFTH STORY.
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John Halstead’s hands trembled
a8 he shut his desk. Very slowly the
roll top unfolded, reluctantly shutting
out neat stacks of papers and corre
Bpondence, the paper-weight of anoth-
er period, the guill pens, the rusty
ink-wells, all the commonplaces of
A& man's work. Moisture gathered In
the king's eyes. Old friends they
were, friends with whom he had spent
his best 30 years. Together they had
fought and suffered, together they had
fost and won countless victories and

skirmishes. And now the separation
hour had ecome. Hulstead was
through.

The old lion had finished with a
victory, but one so bitterly fought he
realized another battle would mean
inevitable defeat. The young whelps
of this Wall street jungle had grown
80 formidable that when they fell
upon him the issue had been a long
time in doubt. But he had won. But
at the price of a broken spirit and
body and a bitter regret. And so it
was in no pleasant mood that he ar-
rived home.

He stepped softly into his home,
moving toward the library. He wanted
to be alone to compose himself, to re-
®djust himself to the conditions of an
altered existence. IHe did not wish
wife or daughter to see him in the
hour when he was foreced to look
upon the borders of the end.

A note lay upon the desk and he |

picked it up, absently glancing over
the brief writing. He turned the
gheet and, ag his eve fell upor the
signature, a wild ferocious gleam
flamed up within them. He reached
out and clutched the desk for sup-
port, clutched so tightly the knuckles
gleamed a shiny blue-black. Master-
ing himself with an effort he dis-

patched a servant for his wife and |

daughter, still standing in the same
position when they entered the room,
the note in his hands, such an expres-
glon of hatred and inflexible determi-
nation upon his face as caused them
to halt abruptly, checking their affec.
tionate greetings.

“You have answered this—man,
Esther?’ Straight to the point he
cut, his volce shaking a trifle with
the rage he masterfully held in check.
As she did not answer, he slowly
crumpled the paper in the palm of
his hand, letting it drop to the fioor,
The hurt expression In her eyes broke
his control.

“Then you shall answer jt—now.
Do you know that Felix Lynn is the
man I have just beaten, that he tried
to ruin me, that he has worn out the
last atom of my strength, that the
fight has forced me to retire? Felix
Lynn is the man who has just failed
in his attempt to ruin this household.
And Felix Lynn Is the man who has
the audacity to Invite a member of
this household to christen his new
yacht! Fellx Lynn must be a stran-
ger to this door. You will neither
speak to him nor have any communi-
cation with him. And you will give
him to understand that—NOW." Hs.
ther rebelled at first, but at a signifi-
cant gesture from her mother, wrote
the fateful note:

Felix dear: Father stumbled on
your note and raised such a storm
It will be impossible for mother and
me to christen your yacht. We must
be so careful, you know. Why not ask
Allca and her mother to go?

ESTHER.

1.

The smoldering rebellion that had
n banked so long within the very
soM] of Alica Knight leaped sudden-
ly Into fall lame. For just a second,
as she deflantly faced her mother;
ghe realized that now was the time
for final assertion of the manner In

which she proposed to live her life

Mrs, Knight indolently resumed her
book, unconsclous of the erisis she
had precipitated by her refusal to al-
low her daughter to christen Felix
Lynn’s yacht, heedless of the hurt she
had Inflicted, She looked up as Allca
stamped her foot,

“I tell you I shall go. I told him
over the phone that 1 was coming,
and I am. If you won't chaperon
me I'll go alone. I'm slck and tired
of ellly conventlions hedging me away
from everything I want to do. It's
my life I'm living and I'm not going
to liva It for the world but for my-
self.”

Mras., Knight frowned slightly as the
girl stormed away, then resumed her
reading. So gradual had been the in-
creasing violence of Alica’s rebellions
she did not realize how close they
stood to the brink of the preciplee.
Rhe looked up again as her daughter
hlood. framed In the doorway, a
yachting cap tilted a little defiantly
upon her pretty head.

“I'm going to the yacht,” Allea an-
nouneed.

Mrs, Knight rose swiftly. There
had been something incisive, declsive
and unbending about the way Allea
announced her destination that re-
vealed a vision of herself many years
before. Bhe, too, had been rebelllons,
and it was the very violence of her
own nature that made her so fearful
of breaking the conventions, realizing

the untold lengths to which she might
go, once started, Allea lavghed light-
Iy and closed the door behind her.

The launching wgs a success, and
after it was over handsome Felix
Lynn took Alica home. The butler
met her at the door and handed out
this note:

Allea: Your latest defiance of
all feminine law has closed my home
to you. | have placed one-half of your
father's fortune to your credit. Your
malid and trunks are at the Goldcrest
apartments. Mother.

11,
There was the hint of longing on
Esther Halstead’s face as Aliea fin-
Ished showing her through the dainty

little Golderest apartment. Not the
longing for freodom which seemed the
principal reason for Alica's delight;
not the pride for ownership the
younger girl had displayed, but the
thought of how perféctly it would

serve ns a setting for the life she had
fmagined with the man ghe loved, the
picturing of Felix Lynn occupying
gpecinl little nooks and corners of the
apartment—that was what brought
the tears all unconsclously to her
eyes,

“And you will come to my reception
—just a lttle house-warming tomor-
row afternoon, Esther?”

She started to shake her head in
dissent, smiling at the eagerness of
the girl to begin making the most of
her new-found lberty, Dut Allea prat-
tled on before she had time to an-
BWer.

“First I'm going to ask Felix Lynn
and—"

Esgther's lips parted in a smile. She
could not forego the delighnt of seeing
him again, True, she owed a great
deal ‘to her alling fauther. But she
owed a debt to this other man as
well,

While Allea darted to the phone,
intent upon carrying out her plan im-
mediately it entered her head, Esther
thought it over. Was she doing right
or wrong? .

“Felix {8 living on his yacht now,”
Alica poutingly announced as she re-
entered the room.

Esther smiled lightly as she took
her leave. Lacking irresponsibility
herself, it was charmingly delightful
to her in others, And it was so be
coming to Allea, her naive delight in
this freedom from restraint. She was
still laughing as she left the house
and came back to her own distressing
responsibilities,

So engrossed in fact, she did not
turn back and see Alica slipping light-
ly down the street in the opposite di-
rection. Even her innocent mind
would have suspected that the young
girl was about to do somehing which,
to put It mildly, might have been
termed indiscreet,

For Alica Knight's very back bris-
tled with deflance, her pretty chin was
uplified and her eyes looked out a bit
insolently upon pedestrians as though

Alica Flings the Cobwebbed Bottle
Agalnst the Prow of Lynn's Yacht.

defying them. Now and then she
would halt dublously, biting her lips
thoughtfully, a little fearfully, then
quickly resume her journey.

It was the hour immediately before
the curtain of night descends upon
the twilight that Captain Judd looked
up sharply at a hall from the dock.

While he waited at top of the land-
ing stairs for the girl, he wondered
mightily -as Alica . Knight lightly
climbed bealde him. What in the
name of common sense could this
young woman want aboard the yacht
at such an hour? And what should
he do? And then Captain Judd did
exactly as most people do when puz-
zled.
where the owner stood dreamily star
ing out to sea,

Lynn was tired, very tired, and the
rest he sought out here upon the
equally troubled sea came not 8o
readily as he had expected. The very
soul of him chafed at John Halstead's
bitter mandate that he was to be a
stranger at his home,

All:a  Knlght— A slight smile
curved his lips a8 he recalled the
beaul:ful, wild, young creature, Alica
Knight—untamed, rebellious at con-
ventions, heedless of the morrow, in

He pointed toward the rail

; love with life! Why could not Esther
| have some of the—
| A lttle laugh, a bit timid despite
| its bravado, made him turn swiftly.
i It was as though a Merlin had waved
his wand and materialized his
thoughts, He could not quite con-
ceal hig pleasure at sight of Allea,
looking at him a little defiantly, a
little bashfully, as she stood just a
few feet away. He could not quite
cloak the insincerity of his re
proaches, allowed them to be snuffed
out completely as her fingers brushed
lightly against his own as side by
side they leaned against the taffrail.
A wisp of her halr was taken by
the roguish breeze and futtered
across bis cheek. The perfume of it
intoxicated him. And yet it was but
a part of the night, He reached out
his hand to put the vagrant lock in
place. His finger tips moved across
her cheek and the thrill was but an-
other of this wondrous night's myriad
phases, Her eyes sought his own,
bathed in the question, the wlild, un-
harnessed wonder she read there,

V.

The dazzle of Alica's spirits was
bewildering, the glorlous excitement
of the girl go boundless it transmit-
ted itself to every guest at the recep-
tion, The very air was vibrant with
it. But Felix Lynn alone seemed lm-
mune, as he moved silently from place
to place, a little absent, a little apart
from everyone and everything.

But the hostess, try though she
would, could not keep her eyes from
wandering in his direction, could not
repress the little thrilling pride of
possession as she picked him out in-
stantly from the throng, nor suppress
the twinge of jealousy that he should
not be with her alone,

Times there were when the brain
of her would halt and a soft, dreamy
expresslon supplant the eager, rest-
less one in her eyes, And she would
come back to the present, gently put
by the dreams of the past and future
which had reached out and touched
her, put them by with a smile that
glorified the beautiful face of her,
erasing the thoughtless lines there as
by the passing of a huge spiritual
sponge over her countenance.

And Felix Lynn avolded her sed-
ulously, seemed unable to be near
her. Bhe noticed it but convinced
herself it was merely another phase
of this strange jealousy that so com-
pletedly possessed her. $She was also
keenly delighted to see he avolded
Esther Halstead. She had thought
[isther a bit overly interested in Felix.

She started from her reverie and,
with a gay laugh, ladled a glass from
the punch bowl, Hut here eyes were
fastened inguiringly upon her maid,
who was just returning from the
phone, Somehow, the dazed, some-
what frightened expression on the
giri’'s face alarmed her, Bhe shiv-

shadow had passed across the sun-
light of hér happiness.

She would have stopped the maid,
then thrust the Impulse aside, though,
as the girl approached Esther, she
could not resist bending ber ear in
that direction,

She caught the cold, dazed look that
filmed Esther Halstead's eyes as she
recelved the message, caught the
meaningless sound of her volce as she
parroted the words: “My—father—
dead—" caught the sympathetic for-
ward surge of friends, then, with a
shrinking within herself, noticed the
swift stride with which Felix Lynn
reached the stricken girl's side.

Like a tigress she moved forward,
swaying a little from the hips, her
eyes blazing. Felix Lynn drew Esther
a bit closer to him, then thrust out
hig jaw squarely, speaking over her
bowed head:

“Please do not crowd—please, My
wife's father has just died, The mar-
riage was kept secret to prevent this
very thing."

For a moment Alica felt her limbs
numbed, felt something go lcy cold
within her, then crackle up with a
sound perfectly audible to herselfl.
And then the numbness gave way to
o prickling, as of a thousand needles.
And then the banked fire burst into
full flame. It was a le. It was un
true. It could not be true, It was a
lie told to trick her. But they could
not do it. She sprang forward, thrust-
ing herself between the palr, hurling
them away from one another with
vicious strength.

“It's & lle—a lie. It can't be true.
I tell you It's a lie. He's mine—
mine, mine by every moral law.”

Her eyes, a pointed flame, she could
| soe nothing of the shrinking guests,

nobody in the room but the man, the
| man she claimed. Agaln she would
| have leaped forward as Felix Lynn
r threw out his hands in passionate ap-
peal toward the woman he had just
ncknowledged as his wife. Then a
slow, cruel smile parted her lips, re
vealing a row of small, sharp teeth,
too white and even to be beautiful,
teeth that strengthened the panther-
ish impression she gave. For Esther
Halstead, with a cry of angulsh and
fear, shrank away*from him as from
an unclean thing.

Alica did not know how the guests
had felt, was not consclous, wounld not
have cared had she been conscious,
of thelr furtive leave takings. She
only knew that Felix Lynn remalned,
that she had held him, that she would
continue to hold him,

“You, you—" 8he could not con-
tinue for the torrent of rage that
threatened to engulf her. “Oh, but you
| sball suffer for this,” she finally
managed to articulate. “You thought
you would come to me—thought you
would shame me—thought you wonld
amuse yourself with me. Well, you
have had your play. And now yon
shall pay. And you will pay to me

as no mas ever pald to woman be-
iore, you—you—thief.”

Before the polsonous hiss of her he
shrank away. But in the hallway he
covered his face with his hands that
he might shut out the plcture focused
there of the terrible expression in her
eyes.

V.

The nine days' sensation dled away,
for the morsel of any scandal, no
odds how savory and juicy to begin
with, grows flat and pulpy with too
much fletcherizing, But the cheeks
of Felix Lynn grew more and more
sunken and the ghadows under the
fine eyes of the man seemed to have
eaten hollows there, hollows from
out of which a fearful light burned,
the light of a man afraid to look at
gsomething, yet, by some terrible at-
traction, always forced to look.

There were whispers that the pres-
tige he had won in the street was
waning, that he seemed unable to
concentrate, to put the old-time fire

ered slightly as though a cold, dank !

Alica Learns That Esther Is Lynn's
Wife.

| in his work. The old Felix Lynn was

gone, lost, for this recluse was not
|the brilllant, powerful young Felix
\ Lynn,
|

Wearily he closed down his desk
and left his office,

He glanced warily up and down the
narrow, winding street as he moved
swiftly toward his motor car. It was
as though he had tried to identify
his terror in the ecrowd and, not
finding it, sought temporary refuge
in the machine. Always he was
craning his head from glde to side
with the quick, darting movements of
a frightened bird. And fipally, with
a weary sigh of rellef, he sank back
against the cushions of the car, relief
lightening his face. His hand groped
for the speaking tube and after a
moment’'s hesitation he directed the
chauffeur to the Halstead residence.

At the curb he leaped out lightly.
His lips moved in an exclamation of
relief and then the haunted expres-
sion suddenly hurled across his face,
transfiguring {t. For a lmousine
slowly moved toward him, the face
at the glass causing him to shrink
away afrald.

Alica looked at the man, then slow-
ly descended from the car and stood
before him. He opened his mouth as
though to speak but the cold, expres-
sionless face of the girl halted him,
Motionless she stood. Fixedly she
stared. Stared as though at an inan-
imate object Instead of the man she
was slowly driving Insane with her
torture.

He turned quickly away and, with
a shrug of the shoulders, moved up
to the steps, pressing the bell rapidly,
his very back indicating his fear of
that silent woman on the walk below.
The butler deferentially opened the
door, his face expressing the perfect
mixture of complacency and defer
ence always to be found upon the
fdeal servant's countenance. Some-
thing very like surprise crossed his
face as he saw who walted, then he

quickly eclosed the door, almost
slammed It In the man's face.
Felix Lynn's shoulders slumped

again as he half turned. He dreaded
crossing the dead ey lght in the
eyes of the woman who waited below.
For months now she had tortured
him in this fashlon. For months she
had appeared always beside him, star-
ing, staring at hid from those accus-
ing eves, and never a word—never a
word from those lips that had last
hurled at him the epithet—"thief."”
Like & haunted, hunted beast hea
looked toward the garden, then, In
some swift impulse, as his eyes
caught a glimpse of Esther seated on
a bench there, he moved hurriedly in
her direction,

S8he shrank away as she saw who
had caused the quick crunch of
gravel, but something on the face of
the man made hgr stop. He held
out his arms to her, not arms that
would embrace but arms that pleaded
for help, a little comfort, and, yes, a
little protection.

For & moment he did not speak,
could not speak, then all the flood-
gates were loosened, all the restraint
was shattered and the suffering, torn
and lacerated soul of the man stood
before her, unabashed at its naked-
ness, only asking the balm of forgive
ness,

“No, not even forglveness, Esther,”
he pleaded brokenly. "I only wish
the chance to try and help. 1 have
sinned, BEsther, but God knows, I
have pald, am paying and shall pay
until the memory of that sin is wiped
away from all our minds. From our
hearts it can never go. 1 love you—
but we will not speak of that. 1 only

ask one little word—one little word of
comfort. And it will make me strong.

et e — — 4~ - S—

I don't wish the strength for myself
I only want it that | may help you.
I know you, Esther. I know that the
memory of our love cannot be erased
from such & soul as youra. I know
that I have turned that beautiful
thing into a wound that hurts. And
1 only ask you for the chance to let
me help—help In any way 1 can.
Because the helping you would do
so much to help me” The vehe-
mence of his passion subsided as he
saw his pleading having effect. His
voice lowered and he came a step
closer,

“We may not be together, Esther,”
he said. “We may be very far apart.
Onee before we were far apart, you
remember, and you sald to me then
that you knew it was hard, that.often-
times it seemed unfair but that if
we loved one another as we thought
we loved, we would fight the hard-
ships, shoulder to shoulder. And the
contact of the shoulder of the loved
one would help so much. Don't you
remember that, Httle girl? Well, 1
did not fight bravely. I did not fight
fairly. 1 did not fight the man’'s fight
as you fought the woman's. But I
trled, Esther. 1 tried. And now 1
ask of you, I beg of you to fight with
me — ghoulder to shoulder— your
shoulder against my own.”

She felt the soul of her going out to
this man who seemed, by his very
volce, to be stirring every chord In
her being, She swayed slightly to-
ward him. Then her hand reached
up in half surrender. It was no use
fighting. She loved him. 8She
loved—

She shrank away even as she
turned. The light that had flamed
high in her eyes died even as she
turned them upon him. For, in the
turning, her eyes had encountered the
hard, expressionless onea of Alica
Knight, staring Impassively at the
scene from bevond the shrubbery.

Lynn followed the direction of her
eyes and met those of Alica Knight—
thoge eyes which would always come
in between life and the fruition of his
happiness, an ever-present shadow 80
dense and thick as to form an impene-
trable barrier.

Esther shrank as he would have
renewed his plea, for he was fighting
for his very life now. He turned help-
lessly away. He only wished to be
away—away from the woman who
haunted him with those eyes of accu-
sation.

He went to his yacht, curtly direct-
ing the astonished captain to put out
fmmediately, to sea.

It was only a scant two hours later
that the yacht was halled by a puffing
tug that had been trying to overhaul
them the half hour gone. At the
top of the landing stage the captain
walted for the passengers the tug-cap-
tain had told him he wished to board.

His eyes grew round with wonder as
Allica Knight moved past him, up the
stairs, across the deck and toward the
cabin. Yet a different Alica Knight
than the girl who had so gayly
queened it over the entire christening
party, a different Alica Knlght from
the laughing girl who had come to
the yacht another evening.

He had heard something of the
scandal and had wondered whether
it had anything to do with Lynn's al-
tered manner. And now he wondered
whether he should not detain the girl
who moved so slowly, so remorselessly
across the deck toward the cabin
stalrs. He started forward to detain
her when the owner came heavily,
wearily up the stairs. His listless, dull
gaze fell upon the girl and then he
staggered back as from a heavy blow
in the face.

Captain Judd moved away, some im-
pulse drawing him out of range of the
sight. For a long time the eyes of
the pair held, then the passionately
bitter ery of Felix Lynn sounded res-
onantly, appealingly over the waters:

“For God's sake, won't you end this
torture? Always those eyes and never
a word. Marry me— Be my wife.
But end this torment—this hell on
earth you have created for me.”

Something in the voice halted the
captain.

“Marry me, Alica.
Marry me and—"

Captain Jodd turned the corner of
the wheel house barely in time to
gee the silent figure of the woman.
Then he caught the slow, dellberate
negative shake of her head. For a
moment something in the attitude of
Lynn held him. Then he sprang for-
ward as, with a wild curse, Felix Lynn
snatched a deck chalr and darted upon
the woman.

8he leaped aside behind another
chair and the one In Felix Lynn's
flailing hands smashed down upon it
Wwith such a force it was torn from
his grip. He selzed another, that same
Insane sgeries of cries racking his
throat, and leaped upon her, closer—
closer even as her shrieks of terror
brought the crew on the run,

Captain Judd leaped at the mad-
man, circling him with arms and legs,
finding himself being tossed about by
the man's manlacal strength llke a
pygmy. Others jolned him and, under
a tangle of legs and arms and bodies,
Felix Lynn was borne to the deck.

And Alica Knight, trembling like
& runaway horse, stood close and
watched, her eyes luminous now, her
face twitching In sympathy at every
sound of the madman—the man she
had driven to this pass.

“There's a private sanitarium on—"

She did not hear any more, She
only knew that her whole heart was
going out to the man they held so
tightly, the man whose eyes blazed
so flercely when they rested upon her,
the man who redoubled his struggles
80 long as she was near.

Vi
Doctor Breadner looked down at the
pltruggling Fellx Lynn. Old friends

-———

I owe it to you.

they had been and, somehow, the spec-
tacle struck deep at something within
him he had thought long since crusted
over,

He had lstenod carefully to the
captain’s report and dove-alled the
sceng with the chance gossip he had
heard, At times Lynn was quiet, at
other times he would rave and tear
in the grip of the attendants with
the strength of ten men. And always
in thesa struggles would he be pur-
sued by the eyes and the lips that
never opened.

Finally with a shrug, the doctor
left the place, a rather foolish smile
upon his face, a certain decision in
his step that came from the indeci-
slon actuating a move that his asso-
clates might have construed as par-
taking of the gentimental, He turned
in at the Halstead resldence, finding
Esther there clad in deep mourning.
He plunged squarely at the heart of
the matter.

“Miss Halstead,” he began quickly,
“I have come to you on behalf of your
husband—" He lifted his hand as
ghe drew guickly away from him, her
eyes hardening with decision,

“Felix Lynn has suffered a complete
mental breakdown. Not the break-
down which demands a few weeks’ rest
but the sort that may possibly be
cured if the correct methods are ap-
plied immediately.”

“You mean—he is—"

“Insane, Miss Halstead. Yes, that
is what I mean. He is violently in-
sane, 1 would not ask you to take
any risk but—" }

Her eyes flared defiantly, while her
shoulders straightened.

“l am not afraid,”

His eyebrows lifted in surprise as
Esther suddenly left the room, to re-
appear almost immediately, her hat
on for the street. Without a word
#he took his arm and moved out the
house with him.

Felix was struggling in the grip of
a powerful attendant when she en-
tered the room. And then a great
pity and love welled within her and
lighted the eyes of her as she moved
toward this man who had been her
husband, He looked up at her as her
hand fell upon his shoulder. Doctor
Dreadner watched the scene eagerly,
a slow smile playing about the cor-
ners of his mouth, as Lynn ceased to
struggle, looked up into the tender
eyes fastened upon him, then sank
back quietly in his chair.

He was about to tiptoe out the
room, away from the scene, when
sounds of a struggle in the corridor
reached his ears, He moved swiftly
toward the door, annoyed at the dis-
traction, then was brushed aside by
a woman who darted into the room,
away from the attendant, stood a
moment in the doorway, then flung
herself upon her knees at the right
glde of the patient, fllnging her arms
about him and bursting into a wild
paroxyem of regret and love.

She lifted her eyes, consclous of
another's presence. Hsther did not
flinch as she met those eyes, did not
yield by an inch her possession of
this man she loved.

Doctor Breadner stepped forward, &
bit stunned at the situation, The bat-
tle of two women for the right to
care for the helpless one they both

Driven Insane by Her Ceaseless Per-
secutlon, Lynn Tries to Kill Alica.

loved. For the madman had bHecome
a child once more, a child to be cared
for, to be walted on, to suffer for, to
Hve for, and to die for.

Slowly—slowly Allca relaxed her
hold, then the eyes of Felix Lynn
traveled slowly down and rested upon
her, A moment he stared, one ter-
rible moment which caused Alica to
shrink fearfully away from him and
made Esther cling the tighter to the
hand she held. .

Then, at the savage, bestial gut-
tural of rage that came from his
throat, doctor and attendant leaped
forward, restralning him or he would
haves lunged at the woman who had
driven him to this pass. Like bits
of tlssue paper he tossed them about,
tossed them about till he wore him-
self out from his own efforts. But
the eves that stared, that glared out
at them were the eyes of one whose
brain had suffered irreparable shock
at the moment of finest balance,

“Is there no way—no way to bring
him back?" asked Esther.

And the only answer was the mock-
Ing echo that two women knew was
always to ring In their ears:

“Pay—Pay—Pay—"

Who Pays?

End of “Unto Herself Alone™
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